WILLIS's ROOMS. 


No. VI. 
Harriſon and Knyvett's Vocal Concert 
THURSDAY, March 14, 1793. 


FOCAL PERFORMERS. 
Mr. HARRISON and Mr. KNYVETT, 

Mr. HINDLE, Mr. SALE, Mr. BARTLEMAN, 
Mr. KNYVETT, Jun. Mr. GORE, Mr. RENNOLDSON, 
Mr. BELLAMY, Jun. Mr. PAGE, Mr COOKE, 
Mr. SALMON, Mr. HOBLER, Mr. GUICHARD, 
Mr. DANBY, Mr. CHRISTIAN, Mr. WEBBE, | 

Mrs. DUSS EK, 2 . 
Miss POOLE, Jalternatel7 
Maſters KNYVETT, DAN BV, SALE, and PRING; 
| | --- And Mrs, „FH ; 


INSTRUMENT AL PERFORMERS. 


VIOLINS, * „ neee, | | HORNS, 
Mr. Mountain, | Mr. R. Aſhley, * | Mefl. Leander, | 
Mr. Mahon, Mr. Lyon, Sen. | OBOES, . 
Mr. Lavenu,  _ vIOLONCELLOS, Mr. Foſter, — 
Mr. Pilotti, Signor Sperati, _ | Mr. Dickenſon, _ | 
Mr. Agus, | Monf. Limardine, _ | - Bas500Ns, | 
Mr. Fiſin, I . pevBLE BAS. Mr. Holmes, 
Mr. Lyon, jun. Mr. — | Air. Lyon. 
Mr, Cantelo. | ef WTR TY 


And Gran Praxo F ours, (che Patent one of Longman and Broderip.) 
Mr. KENYVE TT, DO 


| 
i 
| 
; 
| 


he SUBSCRIBERS are re peftfully acquainted that Mrs. Duzer was en 
ing this Evening, but is much indiſpaſed with a Cold and er Tad 


4 
ACT-1. 


FIRST GRAND CONCERTO. Handel, 


ODE, 4 Voices, and CHORUS. Paxton. 


Cour, Oh come, Fiherial gueſt, 
Child of tranquil eaſe and pleaſure, 
Ever bleſſing, ever bleſt, 


Here diffuſe thy choices treaſure. 


Come, ſweet Mirth, and bring with thee 
Sportive Catch and merry Glee. 
But ah! ly nymph, all playful tricks remove, 
Let no offenſive ſounds invade the ear; | 
But ſuch as baſhful Beauty may approve, 
And Modeſty without a bluſh can hear. 


Then this blooming, radiant throng, 

Shall applaud the feſtive meaſures, _ 

Darting heav'nly ſmiles along, 

Giving and receiving pleaſures f + 

W hat ſweet raptures fr re the mind, | | 
When Beauty's charms, and Muſic are combin'd ! 


— — — DARE 


QUARTET, Air by Dr. Anus—harmonized by a . 
Behold the ſweet flowers around, 
With all the briglit beauties they wear, 
Vet none on the plain can be found 
So lovely as CAL1A is fair. 
Te warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, 
No longer in ſilence remain; 
O lend a fond lover your notes 1 
To ſoften my C TIA 5 Anein! 174 


Ofc times in yon flow! ry nile 

I breathe my complaints in a ſong, 

Fair Flora attends the ſoft tale, | 
And ſweetens the borders along. 

But CALIA, whoſe breath might perſume 
The boſom of Flora in May, 

Still frowning pronounces my doom, 


Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 


CY "I 
CANON, in 3 Parts. Dr. Hayes, 


Come follow me 

Jo the greenwood tree, 

Where the well-ton'd horn 

Sounds ſweet in the morn, 

While the ſtag is in view, 
And the hunters purſue 

With a Tallihoo, 
And our horſes dart fire from their eyes. 


_ Ofer hills and dales 
Their ardour prevails, 
What concert can vie 
With the hounds in full cry, 
Whillt we follow the game till it pants, till it dies, 


DUET, Mrs. HARRISONH & Mr. BARTLEMAN, Travers. 


Haſte my Nannette, my lovely maid, 

Haſte to the bower thy ſwain has made; ; 
For thee alone I made the bow'r, 
And ſtrew'd the couch with many a flow'r. 
None but my ſheep ſhall near us come, 
Venus be prais'd my ſheep are dumb. 

Great God of Love, take thou my crook, 
To keep the wolf from Nannette's flock ; 
Guard thou the ſheep to her ſo dear, 

My own, alas! are leſs my care; 

But of the wolf, it thou'rt afraid, 

Come not to us to call for aid; 

For with her ſwain my love ſhall ſtay, 
Thou gh the wolf ſtroll, ard the ſheep ſtray. 


— — 


GLEE, 3 Voices. Danby. 


The faireſt flow'rs the vale prefer, 
And ſhed ambroſial ſweetneſs there; 
While the tall pine, and mountain oak, 
Oft feel the tempeſt's ruder ſtroke: 


$o in the lowly, moſs-grown ſeat, 

Dear peace and quiet dwell; | 

The ſtorms that rack the rick and great 
Fly o'er the ports cell. 


A2 


[4] 
GLEE, 3 Voices. Dr. Mil. 


THE PEDLAR. 


From the fair Lavinian ſhore, 
I, your markets come to ſtore 
Muſe not though ſo far I dwell, 
And my wares come here to ſells ? 
Such is the ſacred hunger for gold, 
Ihen come to my pack, 
White I cry © What i dye lack, 
What d'ye 1 * for here i is to be ſold.” 


1667. 


1 kave beauty, honor, grace, 
Fortune, favor, time, and place, 

And what elſe thou would'ſt requeſt, 

Even the thing thou likeſt beſt, 


Firſt let me have but a touch of * gold, 
Then come to me lad, 

Thou ſhalt have what thy dad 

Never gave, for here it is to be ſold. 


Madam, come, ſee what you lack, 

I've complexions in my pack; 

White and red you may have in this pl ace | 
To hide your old and wrinkled face, 


Firſt le me have but a touch of your gold, 
Then thou ſhalt ſeem 


Like a wench of fifteen, 
Although you be threeſcore and ten years old. 


SCENA, Mrs. Haro. ned 
RECITATIVO. 


Ei parti, Senti, ah no partir ſi loſci, 
Si tolga ai ſquardi miei Vinfauſto agetto, 

Della mia debolezza, Ah qual cimento il barbaro mi pale, 
Un premio e queſto ben dovuto a miei colpe 

In tale iſtanti dove a di nuovo amante i { folpiri* aſcoltar, 
Laltrui querelli dove a volger in gioco, 


Ah queſto core a ragione condanni, oh giuſto amore . 
Io ardo, e l' ardor mio no e pui e fetto, 


Di un an amor virtuoſo: e Nrw n remoso, pen- 
timento. 


Leggerezza perfidia e uadimente. 


* 1 
ARIA. 
Per pieta mio ben perdona 
All' orror d'un alma amante 
Fra queſt ombra e queſta piante 
Sempre aſcoſo oh Dio ſarà. 
Svenera queſt' empia voglia 
L'ardir mio la mia coſtanza 
Perdera la rimembranza 
Che vergogna e orror mi fa.. 
Core ingrato alma crudele 
A chi mai mancar di fe, 
Sventurata ah che perdei 
II riſtor de giorni miei 
Ah chi fa ſe l' alma pace 
Fra che torni mai per me. 


6LEE, 5 Voices, and CHORUS, Webbe. 
When winds breathe foft along the ſilent deep, 
The waters curl, the peaceful billows ſleep:: 
A {tronger gale the troubled wave awakes, 
The ſurface roughens, and the ocean ſhakes; 
More dreadful ſtill, when furious ſtorms ariſe,. 
| 'The mounting billows bellow to the ſkies; 
On liquid rocks the tott'ring veflel's toſt, 
| Uanumber'd ſurges laſh the foaming coaſt : 
The raging waves excited by the blaſt, 
| Whiten with wrath, and ſpilt the ſturdy maſt.. 
When, in an inſtant, He who rules the floods, 
Earth, air, and fire, JEHovan, Gop of Gops,. 
In pleaſing accents ſpeaks his ſov*reign-will, | 
And bids the waters and the winds be ſtill : 
Huſh'd are the winds, the waters ceaſe to roar, . 
Safe are the ſeas, and ſilent as the ſhore. | | 
Now ſay, what joy elates the ſailor's breaſt, . 
With proſp' rous gales ſo unexpected bleſt; 
What eaſe, what tranſport, in each face is ſeen! 
The heav'ns look bright! the air, and ſea ſerene! 
For ev'ry plaint, we hear'a joyful ſtrain, _ 
To Him whoſe pow'r, unbounded, rules the main. 


Bus of the Fir Rer. 


[ 6 1 8 
ACT I. 


— — 


OVERTURE, MaARTINT, 


NLV GLEE, 4 Voices. 

(Compoſed expreſsly for theſe Concerts.) Webbe, 
LOVER AND FAIRIES. 

(From Mrs. Ros1nsoN's Poems. e 


Liſten to the dulcet ſong 
Trembling on his tuneful tongue. 
Maria! ah Maria t | 


Now Oberon with ev'ry ſprite _ 
That gilds the vapours of the night, 
Shall dance, and weave the verdant ring, 


With joy that Mortals thus can ſing. 


Maria . 
Ah! when I figh „ e ate 
And when thou ſigh'ſt } | Wan "OOO... 
NEE. . To feel a hopeleſs flame 
Leger een ] Catch the tender note 
(Juſt parting from thy tuneful throat; 
And bear it to the careleſs ear . 
Of her who ſcorns a Lover's tear. 
GLEE, 4 Voices. John Stafford Smith, | 
What ſhall he have that kill'd the deer? 
His leathern ſkin and horns to wear; 
The horn, the horn, the luſty horn, 
Is not a thing to laugh to ſcorn. . BE 


Take you no ſcorn to wear the horn, 
It was a creſt ere thou wert born, 

Thy father's father wore it, 

And thy father bore it: 


The horn, the horn, the luſty horn, 
Is not a thing to laugh to ſcorn, 


| (b 
SONG, Mr. HARRTSON. Paxton, 
Fain would I weave a garland fair 
To deck my Delia's auburn hair : 


To ſuit her bluſhing beauty bring 
"The roſeate treaſures of the Spring. 


The plain a dreary deſart lies, 

And Winter the ſweet boon denies :— 
But, ah! the frozen fields impart 

Too true an image of her heart ! 


CATCH, in 3 Parts. Callcote.- 
Have you Sir JohN Haw KiN's hiſt'ry? 
Some folks think it quite a myſt'ry! 
Muſic fill'd his wond'rous brain! 
How d'ye like him, is it plain? 
Both I've read, and muſt agree 
BURNEY's hiſt'ry pleaſes me. 


LEE, 4 Voices. Scotch Melody, harmonized by Corſe. 


In April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 

And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; _ 

I'he yellow-hair'd Laddie would often-times go | 
Jo wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees grow. 


There under the ſhade of an old facred thorn, _ 
With freedom he. ſung his love ev*ning and morn 
He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a found _ 
That Silvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


GEEE, 3 Voices, and CHORUS. Earlef Mornington. 
| „ ron 2 99947 

Come, faireſt nymph, reſume thy reign, _ 
Bring all the graces in thy trainz 

Vich balmy breath and flow'ry head, 
Riſe from thy ſoft ambroſial be 
Where in Elyſian ſlumber bound 
Embow'ring myrtles veil-thee round; 
Awake, in all thy glories dreft; > 177 4s © 7 
Recall the zephyr from the weſt, 

deſtore the ſun, revive the ſkies, _ 
At nature's call and-mine ariſe 3 35 


FR 


tie 


Great nature's ſelf upbraids thy ſtay, 
And miſſes her accuſtom'd May. 
See, all her works demand thy ald, 
The labours of Pomona fade; 
A plaint is heard from ev'ry tree, 
Each budding flow'ret waits for thee. 
Come then with pleaſure at thy ſide, 
Diffuſe thy vernal ſpirit wide; 
Create, where-e'er thou turn'ſt thine ey e, 
Peace, plenty, love, and harmony. 


GLEE, 3 Voices, and CHORUS. Mebbe. 


Oh come, 2 
L'ardor de vini 
Piu corallini 

Tuoi labri fa! 

acco vi ſtilla 
Soave umore 
D'untal ſapore 
Che Amor non ha. 
Oh come, O bella, 60. | 
Ma care Luci 

Voi non vedete 
Qual altra ſete 
Sui labri ſta, 

Aita il core 
Che tutto fuoco 
E a poco a poco 
Mancando va. - 

Oh come, O bella, * 
Si bella Dori 
Godiam che il giorno 
Preſto è al ritorns 
Preſto al partix 

Di Giovanezza 

Go diam il Fiore 
Poi l'ultrim ore 


Laſciam venir. Ok come, O bella, ke. 


END OF THE SIXTH CONCERT. 
The Seventh Concert will be on TEUR8DAY next, March 21» 
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